THE BROKEN COIN

EMERSON HOUGH (from the Scenario by GRACE CUNARD)

TWENTY-SECOND INSTALLMENT

SYNOPSIS

Kitty Gray newspuper woman, finda In a
hop half of a braken coin, the mutilated lnsorlg‘f;::
which nrouses her curiosity and leads her. at
e order of her managing editor, to go to the p'rin-
pality of Gretzhoffen to plece out the story sug-
sted by the inscription, 8he i= followed, and on ar-
¥al In Gretzhoffon her adventures while chasing the
¢! of tho broken coln begin

CHAPTER LXXIA,

The Treasure.
iPeep within that chamber of horrors which he-
now had smitten the souls of both with ter-
. iwo persons were bending over in the light of
jp candles, which gave a faint illumination
‘It is here,” =ald Count Frederick., glancing at
] little compass which he had brought with him.
ha noriheast lies there—it 18 vonder, where sits
nder skeleton in the iron chair! That was the
; gl!.’”il of the kKing™

“Whit shall we do”" gasped Kitty Gray. *1 dare
PNoneense! my iledar.  Fear®™—why should we
el fear? Yonder friend of ours has kepl the place
geil anid safely — peated there in his iron chair
iting so long—Tfor us'

ty Gray, pale and disturbed, sl feeling a
gomai's lerror ol these grim scenes aboutl lier,
boke with solemnity in her tones e was walt
forr liberty and justive, Sir Frederick," safd

e, “He shall have them, We will give all these
Bristian burial—shall we noe *"

W hptever voun wisn snall be done” said Count
III!??]"}{ Yos, we will take all these poor v lo-

Bms awny to their last rest and let them lie in
Bgace. | shull seal up this cavern here ™
! “Hut come,” e sald; and <o laid & bhand on the

Sinning cuegl in the tron chair. The bony frame
_ 8 conlined upright by metal bands which  supe
prted 1 He found the anvient chair heavy to
Bove. hut applving his great sirength st length,
fently as he could, he ghilted it to one side. On

e floor of the chamber, formerly bencath the Iron
Bhair, there showed dimly in the dust, the outline
B o stonl plate, an iron ving welded to its center
Bount Fredericlk pointed Tlis is the place,” snid
. with conviction I was guarded well, See

jere— | doubt not this is the 11 which covers what
helos

Yel even his strength failed Lo move the cover-
pE. 11 found at last 4 part of old bar, pushed
B through the ring and put his strength to it A
Baint dust arose, the 1id vielded.slowly, and at last
Bl back with a clang opon the rocky floor. At the
g ol s newly made aperture there showed the
dge of another plate, close ftting

“IL ruons  farther exclolmed Connt Frederick
Bre—Iook what is below!'”

Kitty, ‘overcoming her terror. bept forward with
him to gaze down. “Yes, it Is here,” said she

ot look how much there is!
“Soltly enid her companion
Bavern more widely., lHere is the grav
Feasure—1 liad not dreamed what re
E Carerully he prshied inoand under the edge of the
of that which had

Helow

“Let us open this
of a giant

it was."

‘L-- removing plale after plate
becn the covering of Lthe

treasure place

bz, they saw a cavity filled with steel roceptacles,
Bach was locked, clamped apd bavnded, tighi
aingl all int'usion
"What is heit saiil Counl Frederick “Are we

the last?"
epnt the rays of her light here and
11y

rr' Med even ot
Kitty Gray
_th[‘l‘f‘ about her in the cavernous interior
ghance her eves rested—indend were drawi las
Blnated. o the skelaton which sat bent forward o
"e iron chadr A dull gleam of gomething like
jotal caught her eye
d “Look,” said she, and pointed
.' g8 melal band to the wrist was a Key—it
If hidden between the bones of the forearm
S 100l said Count Frederick. and held it up
“Cunning enpugh was the man who
and vol he left it plain for thoso

There, fastened
wWis

M > her
il this treasure,
} meant ta find it
He stooped and tried the key in the lock of the
pentral chest of those which lav helow. The next
joment he had fMung back the 1id

Their oyves rested upon what wounld have mada
fHad the heart of any bilccaneer Gold, countless
pieces of gold! Coing of unknown mintage-—jewels
W&t sparkled—ezold that shone after all these
Bears—all this lay before them. Those who had
ed them long ago were dust, but these, th.t'
widences—ihe palpable, visible and enduring evi
nees of human toil, minted into gold—lay before
em
It was the lost treasure of the kKing!
F They stood, awed. spellhound and looked down al

Rhat they =pw,

*l cannot lift the box,
e & score of them cdge
bis Levond belief—millions and millions are
nd jewels—jewels—the world has not seen their
Be! The treasurcs! My God! sud L treasures
_Te not heen dreamed What does It mean—
Fhat will it not mean?
*Yes,” sald the slgw voice of Kilty Gray at his
flde.  “'Liberty Justice. Poeace.  Happiness.
Bhat would it not huy in homes and in content?
& 1 look at it 1 fear not that we shall lose it hut
hat it may be misapplied. What wealth—what
btency—what significance is here!"

“And vou,” said Count Frederick. turning to her
fter a time “Without wvou, this could not have
b \With vou, It bas happened. The treasure 18
Bt mine or yvours—but purs—and it Is for our peo-

¢ sald Frodeorick "There
io edge down under here.
lhere

e could not see the glance which she turned to
fm. uncertain, wistful, imploring.

‘ome " said he, at length. *'1 shall close these
hests and make it all secure. We have seen
Bough. ‘This treasure is not ours. it belonge O
retzhoffen. The parliament must be called—the
nisters must be summoned into conneil Beforo
hem 1 shall place the story of what you and I have
Dne "
“But ook vonder,” sald Kitly, plucking at his
leeve—hor h‘aml had grasped it comiortably for
ny moments now, for she tpok comfort in the
puch oven of his eclothing, the prest nee of th!!.
blk of his Lody near her. “Look, Sir F r-_-lu'lr_nrh.

d she, “what is that in this chest below? ‘

He bent over, casting down the gleams of his
Rtle light What he gaw was & long package of
lded parchments thrust down af the side of the
lest. Gently he drew it out and held it in his
nd2 for a moment, regarding it tuj-mnad.\'

*1 shall not open it!" #ald he. “With vou, 1 feel
certain fear. 1 beneve here if someothing come
BWN (0 us out of the past—some message (rom the
If ibiz he s0. it belongs not Lo me, but to

the people.

It must go b 3
tuted rulers,” o before their duly constl-

CHAPTER LXXX,
SO LT The Reckoning.

Now.” said Count Frederick to Kitty when at
length they had reached the upper poriion of the
palace, “we musi advance to what remains yel u_)
be done. The ministers must he summoned.
_The,v were now passing toward the central por-
tion of the palace, having ascended from the vaulls
below. Absorbed—intent—Count  Frederick, at
least, was inattentive to aught clse save the pres-
ence of the woman at his side. But now she
plucked his sleeve,

“Lislen!" said she, and laid a finger on her lips.

At her signal, Coont Frederick softened his foot-
steps and walked with her stealthily. The sound
0l the voices engaged in whisperod conversation
came now Lo his ears. Suddenly he stepped for-
ward, convinced, flung open a «door off the maln
hall, and passed within unannounced. It was no
time for formalities in Gretzhoffen palace now. .

‘So," sald he, "you are here again. What, Sa-
chito, you honor us yet hy another visit? That is
most kind of yon! You, Grahame, vou, my for-
mer bodyeuard—here with this arch imiwr‘. thia
Hur, this treacherous snake!

They stood, surprised, as yet without plan for
their defense,

Ho, there!—the guard—the guard,” cried Count
Frederick, stepping back to the door.

There was no exit at any window possible—there

T
AT T

“I Am the King!

was but one door. At that now stpod the tall form
of Count Frederick, his [ace set in implacable
anger—his eyes hetokening the purposa of his
heart

But to his call there came no footsteps of the
guard. Instead, one man came—Roleau, who for
the past few moments had been in search of the
two men.

Count Sachio. with a gnarl of rage, sprang for-
ward at his foe, and Rolean, with a quick mwotion,
flung himself between, He felt the iron hands of
his master on his shoulder,

“Leave him to me, Roleau!
ollier man.”

The twp noblemen faced one another calmly
now. Not so with Roleau. On the instant, he flung
himself upon the man accosted as Grahame. The
stroggle wig ynequal and under Roleau's powerful
grasp the intruder soon was helpless,

‘Well” said Count Frederick; “Sachlo, how shall
it be? Shall I choke you with my hands?"” _

The man whom he accosted was one not easily

Take care of the

dismayed :
Suddenly his eye, Tapidly glancing about the

room, cauglit sight of a troph¥ of arms hung across
the room. From it he canght down two swords.
Powing, he handed both, hilt forward, to Count
Frederick. Al your service, monsleur,” he said,

“Dg not! Do not!" cried Kitty Gray, suddenly.
“1Te will kill you—he is o demon with the sword—
1 have heard it a score of times "

Count Frederick did not turn a glance upon her
“gilence, madam,’ eald he. “Get you out of the
room, and wait. 1 must kill him now."”

liolean released his grip upon the prisoner, but
slood in such a way as to leave him helpless. The
two combatants faced each mhder m:‘w.

‘On guard!” said Count Frederic

Lli)ghlgll‘. gracefully, gently, the tips of the two
blades met, shivered a trifle. each feeling of the
other., scarce more than a hair's breadth from its
COouUrse

The lcy exve of Count Frec
looked into the dark and smli

terick, cold, mercilass,
ling face of Sachlo,

“I am going to kill you now," sald Count Fred-
erick. *“Shall it be soon?"’

Suddenly the jaw of Count Frederick shut the
tighter. None could have said that he had scen
what ensucd. In some fashion, the blade of the
nobleman of Gretzhoffen went out, vibrating,
catching in its grip the blade opposed to it. There
WAS a wrench, a twist. The weapon of Count Sa-
chio was torn from his handsg, he stood unarmed.
He stood one half moment before he folt, hissing
hot through all his body, the point of his antag-
oniet,

Count Frederick turned, not wailing to see his
foe sink fully down, for he knew the work was
done. He advanced half a pace to the man Gra-
hame, cowering in the corner befdre Roleau. Him
he smote across the cheek with the bloady blade.
and said “You coward and trailor, you shall go
to the law."”

“As for you, Roleau, captain of the guard,” said
lie, “vou have proved vour faithfulness once more.”

“What? I am captain, master?"”

R_ulr_-au. captain of the guard,” said he, "1 thank
You

And 80 ha turned and strode from the room

where one was waiting.

CHAPTER LXXX1,

Long Live the King!

In the great throne room of Grelzhoffen palace,
there were gathered, late that day, those men
highest In power of all the realm.

Count Frederick entered the room at last—but

AUTHAIOR of “THE LAOY a72c/ éke PIRATE," ‘YOHN RAWN,’ ETC.
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“It is strange and wonderful—it is incredible!"
gaid the prime minister.

Count Frederick caught in turn the parchment
In his own hands. In turn his own face showed
amaze, astonishment—his own strong hands shook.

A sudden, heavy silence fell upon all in that
room. [L was long befors the solemn tones of
Count Frederick went on.

“These,” said he, “are the imperial scripts of Mi-
chael the First of Gretzhoffen. They were burled
with his treasures. In some part, they govern the
disposition of those treasures You hear in this
the voice of our king, and that must be our govern-
ing power hereafter.”

"“What is it, then?"” at length exclaimed the prime
minlster. “Has there been a mistake—you say
Michael here {8 neot our king—who then is our
king?"

“Your excellency,” sald Count Frederick slowly,
as he turned toward him, “yoursell, thess noble-
men of Gretzhoffen, the councll of ministers. the
parliament of the realm—all these shall at length
perhaps bear out my statement which 1 make now.
I, myself—I, Frederick—am the King."

At these words they made no answer. There
was nothing on those calm features of insincerity,
of intrigue or dishonor. His words carried with
them his own conviction as to thelr truth.

"Shall 1 then read?”

He turned from one to another and the lips of
none spoke audibly the consent which their eyes
gave him. He read

‘In the name of God. Amen! 1, Michael of Gretz-
hoffen, by the grace of God. king, leave this script
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You Shall Sit Beside Me.”

not alone At his side there walked one whose
presence was greeted with a frown by these grave
and revered seigniors—it was a woman.

“Gentlemen.’” =aid Count Frederick, smiling as
he saw this reception, “you will pardon me that 1
bring with me one whom 1 honor, whose wisdom 1
value. Thanks to fate which brought this ybung
woman (o our sliores, we have found the lost treas-
ures of the king!”

A sighing sllence fell upon them all. Alone of
all these—till now almost unnoticed, in the corner
where he sat sunken down—the weakling king
made some show of resentment at what he heard

“You. Michael. our king!" said Count Frederlck,
suddenly turning to him, growing wrath in his
tones now, ‘'l call you ‘your majesty’ as yet, but I
dare say (o you, your majesty—vour drunken ma-
josty—your wesk and helpless coward majesty—
that there shall never be wasted upon you or your
purposs one penny of this treasure which we have
found,

“That, gentlemen,” £ald he. turning to the coun-
cillors and ministere who steod about, “is the treas-
ure of the people. It was saved for them It has
been gunrded for them by Michael the good king,
whose name this man is not fit to wear."”

They still stood silent, grave. looking from one
to the other and at him. He extended before him
the folded parchment which he had taken from the
treasure chest

‘This,” said he, “wa found in the treasure chesl,
I have brought it unopened. 1 have fancied it may
be some document of {mportance to our state, It
was not for me to open. Will you, your excol-
lfhl"}"‘”

He offered it io the prime minister of the gov-
ernment. The latter gravely topk it in his hands
—pgazed at the great geal which fastened it—hbroke
the geal—undid the confining band and gazed upon
the contents of the parchment thus unfolded. His
bands shook—the great sheet slmost fell from
them as he read.

Read. then,' demanded Count Frederick. "What
is it that you have found?" It was natural {or mea
ta obey his voice when he spoke thus.

with the treasures of the kingdom which T have
concealed herewith beneath the floor of the tor-
ture chamber. With them 1 place the secret gov-
erning the ownership of the treasures of this king-
dom ‘That secret is known only to myself and my
bodyvguard, who has been a- faithful man—Boris
Roleau

FPor now these many monithe [ have been cog-
nizant of dangers at the hands of my own foster
brother Stanislaw. Should he be successful in
what 1 conceive to be his plans, my life may for-
feit, but not the treasures themselves,

“It was my pleasure to have made ) medal or a
cain which should be the token of this secret. When
my bodyguard, Horis Roleau, a faithful man, with
myself planned the burfal of these treasures, [
gave him the indenture, the half of a certain coin
or medal which [ caused to be made and Inscribed,
7s record of the hiding place of that which we were
ahout to conceal. Upon the face of that medal or
coin this inscription was written: ‘Sub pavimenti
—angule vergentis—cruciati camerae—reperistur
—thesarus—Regis Graetisjovensls.

“Sp shall be preserved the secret of the hiding
place of that which is the people’s. Somewhere
there shall exist, even though I shall die, this rec-
ord, « Half of it 1 have given Into the charge of the
man whom I have known to be faithful. At my
death he is to take both halves and guard them
well.

“Should T be slain, as well may be in thess
troublous and treacherous times in which I live,
my wish and command is that my son be known
as Michael the Second, and that he shall take from
me the rule of this kingdom in his day, and the
administration of these properties of the king-
dom.

“It {s my wish and command, my hope and my
praver. that he shall govern wisely with justice to
all, firmly and with wisdom

“Thers may boe a long regency befors my son
shall reach the age of maturity. There is another,
older than himself, the son of my foster brother—
not of roval blood, but the bastard of a serving
woman—Frederick, ha is called. It may be within
the purpose of my [oster brother that that boy
shall be brought up as the king, in case 1, myself,
should fall. He is not fit to rule. He is not your
king. But signed hereunto is the name and the
seal unmistakable, done in my blood end his, of
vour king, Michael the First, and of your future
king, Michael the Second, my son. He fs as yet
too young fully to know the gravity of these pres-
ents. But by this sign you shali know your ruler,
shall these presents come to you, well heloved.

“In the name of God, amen! Michael, Rex."

“Below this signature of Michael the Good.” said
the measured voice of Count Frederick, “there is
another signature—Michael the Second, Rex.
Gentlemen, there are two slgnatures to these
scripts, and there are two seals.”

Michael gazed stupidly at what he saw, uncom-
prehending.  Others gazed also, and at first could
make nothing of what was there. Count Frederick
wenl on:

“I recali now, as I sea this page” said he, “this
writing of the king, my father—you hear me, gen-
tlemen—my father!

“I recall that 1 saw him place beneath the great
seal. that other seal—done in his own hicod. 1 saw
him draw the biood from his own arm and pit his
thumb in it, and placs it bers, thus sealing this

document with the unmistakabls seal—the ons
alone which cannol show a mistaken Identity.

“And here, gentlemen, beneath that other line of
signature, which you have heard and seen, there is
another, a smaller, a very small seal of a similar
sort! It is the print of a human thumb—the thumb
of a boy, of 2 bgby—a baby then, a man now—who
recalls that scene vaguely. And here is the proof.
Gentlemen, I recall now, it was my father made
this mark; but it was his great hands which took
my little one and dipped my thumb in the blood
which he drew from my arm, and sst it here be-
low that name which he has written, ‘Michael the
Second,’

“Gentlemen, you know the history of this king-
dom as well as I. You know the long regency fol-
lowing the Gretzhoffen war: You know why that
regency was established. Rumor was that King
Michael died llke a king, In his own bed. The
truth was otherwise. He was murdered here in
the vault below by the men of his own foster
brother.

“If that be true—and as God is my witness, 1
believe it to be true—then wa well may guess
which boy was brought up under the regent to take
the place of & king. That was not myself—others,
ralatives of mine, reared me, as you know, until
! am what you know. And yonder man—this
drunken waster—not even the son of lawful wead-
lock, never the son of a queen—that man, he was
the one accepted as your king! Treason, you say
—why, there was treason to eyery human being
who lived on Gretzhoffen soil. when that pretender
took the throne!

As for you, sir!” and he stepped over to lay an
iron bhand on the shoulder of the cowering man
who sank back upon his seal, “your day is done.
| do not say you were a party to this—I only say,
vou are not the king. You are no worthy monarch.
You must go. For the rest, the parliament of our
realm shall formally decide.”

His steelllke grip balf lifted Michael from his
place, thrust him toward, through., the door—and
instantly the door closed behind him. Beyond, there
was an outcast king. Within, before them all,
fronting them all, stood a man, stern and resolved
to acvept whatever responsiblility now there was.

“Gentlemen,” said he, “you have my proof. I
submit my case to yvou and the parliament. [ sub-
mit mvsell to the law. AS for that law, If it is
given me to reign, always shall I support it, and
always shall it be my ambition to give to the peo-
ple that liberty, that justice which I myself have
learned to love.”

Still the silence, the tense electric silence which
thus far had held them all. They stood thus fow
cne momant, Then d8 with one common impulse—
as though the same thought had caught them at
the same instant, each of these men—Iidlers and
wasters, or men of purpose and of principle, ralsed
his hand. There rase in unison the old cry:

LONG LIVE THE KING.”

CHAPTER LXXXII,
Katharine.

Two were alons once more, iwo whom fate had
so strangely cast together in such scenes. The
tumult had ceased. Quiet and order now obtained
within these ancient walls. These two were alons
in the great throneroom of the kingdom, for the
nobleman had signified that such was his wish.

He turned toward her mow gravely and held out
his hands. She placed hers in his, trembling.

“Was it true?” she whispered. “Did they Indeed
and indeed—did they call you—the king? Oh, how
can 1 be happy at that. Now, I must go back—I
must leave you!"

‘You shall never go'"” said the quiet volce of the
man who confronted her. “You shall never leave
me now.”

“But how? You are the king? It has been con-
firmed. The scripts were true—what we thought
was true.”

“l am the king! Yes, but how shall T rule alone?
You shall sit beside me, for ‘'tis you have taught
me how a king should rule. ‘Liberty and Justice’'—
those words were strangers to my ears until you
spoke them. Think vou I could go on in this busi-
neas now. this solemn undertaking which 1 must
assume, and miss your counsel in the future? You
shall be as much queen &8s I am king In establish-
ing those principles in this kingdom.”

Again he held out to her his hands, and now, m
spite of all she could do, she could not withhold
her own—could not withdraw them, so firmly
clasped were they now. Trembling. weeping, she
looked up into his eves.

“It is all clear.,” said he to her at length. "It
was Grahame, my unfaithful bhodyguard. who had
the knowledge of these things, and who betrayed
us by that knowledge, He got the coins from Boris
Roleau. I accord him but one item of thanks—it
was through his treachery that I lost the ¢oin at
the time that [ was in your country, on the errand
of the Gretzhoffen loan. He stole that coin. He
must have lost or pawned half of it, or sold it.
At least, that is how you found it So I thank
him, for so much as that.

“se for Roleau—ihe son of that faithful servant
of my father—he shall be honored by us both, be-
cause he has given loyalty. I myself have grieved
that once I was cruel to him—that 1 struck him,
even—after the old fashion of our rulers here. Not
again shall that occur. Roleau, your friend, my
servant—he shall be captaln of the Imperial Guard.
1 have told him so much as that"

He led her gently to the great throne of Gretz-
hoffen, which stood before them now. They bowed
before it.

“] give you my faith. Katharine” gald he, slm-
ply. “Do you love me?”

“T do,” sald she. so low he could scarce catch the
words.

“God do so to me and mora algo,” said he sol-
emnly, “if ever I betray them or you.”

L'ENVOL

Under the sea there sped from the little kingdom
of Gretzhoffen to the great republic of America &
measage carried in the electric spark which united
the world. It was directed to the editor of the
Daily Star in Kitty Gray's own city, and it was
enough to give even Billy Cutler, city editor, pause
for at least a moment.

“Wall, good Lord!" said he, “who'll I pul on the
society page? Boys, the flowers were a total loss—
and so am 1! Here is an allas and an alibi' Lis-
ten!" He read from the little yellow bit of paper
which he held:

“'Great story, but cannot return to America in-
gide six months as promised. I have lost my wager,
but have gained a husband and & bome., Katharina,
Regina Grastisjovensis”

THE END.
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